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mystery. The moon warmed from cold cloud white to
yellow as it sailed up the sky. It threw the mosques
and minarets into dark shadows, and its reflection
swayed and shivered on the water as some boat broke
the surface into waves. A fish leaped where there was
a path of light between the boats. Far away a watchman
called and beat on the ground with his pole, and near
at hand his mate replied. Two Arabs in a boat below
us were cooking in a brazier. The night was full of
untrammelled liberty, and when my policeman called
me to come I was minded to break away.
We came once more to Haidar Pasha station, and
passed the barrier where the police were searching
passengers for gold or silver and giving paper in exchange.
Before we had travelled an hour the train stopped, and
I was invited by a crowd of officers to see the place where
a British submarine had shelled a train. She had dived
under the mines in the narrow Dardanelles, crossed the
inland Sea of Marmora and here in the centre of the
enemy's country opened fire. The Turks congratulated
me on the courage of the commander. They looked on it
as a fine feat and one to be made much of. I could not
help thinking that a German or an Englishman would have
taken a far different view if it had been in his country.
We travelled back to Eski-Shehir and down the line
towards Konia, in the same old haphazard way. It
was the main line of communication for the armies
fighting in Syria and Mesopotamia. At the various
stations Germans endeavoured to hurry things up and
instil some energy into the traffic, but they ran straight
into a stone wall of indifference, and with this indifference